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AND

HAPPY

Couloris,

Here

cept dances and large affairs are held
here. Ground will be broken in 1949
for another building to be built next
to the present structure.
The next movie program will be
announced after vacation.

Pat. Hession,

Virginia Parker, Franc Skirball, and
others. Ted Cutier is stage inanager.

show

business

begins

Em

(Ed.—Chariey Callaci, student at
Emerson, has had a wide variety of
experience in the entertainment field..
We feel that this series of articles,
although they may not present full
insight into show business, will at
least give you a fairly lucid impression of what is in store for some of
you, and also, the style employed will
be found by most to be very entertaining.)
To quote Paul Denis, author of
the recent book “Your Career in
Show Business”: “Show business is
a radio set, a peep show, the movies,
a carnival, a juke box.
It’s your
phonograph, the cafe floor show, the
legitimate theater, the dance, hall,
an album of records, a television set
in your living room. Show business
is any device, gimmick, idea, show,
trick or
illusion which
entertains
people for a fee.

“They are all part of a big, sprawling, screaming. egomaniacal, colorful battle of money, genius, artistry
and showmanship called show business.”
I don’t claim to know all about
show biz, nor do I claim to have
pulled the cork from the barrel
which contains all the tricks of the
trade. But, in 8 years of entertaining
I’ve played to inmates of a state
prison, mental asylum, orphan homes,

old folks home, hospitals; have done
shows for secret organizations, ladies
clubs, stag parties, burlesque, vaudeville,
night
clubs,
films,
radio,
churches, schools, foreign audiences,
(continued on page +)

Miss

some

Scalise’s

information
engagement.

concerning
We

join

the entire college body in congratulating Mrs. Killam and wishing her all
success in future wedded life.

Charley Callaci, above, has started a
series on the entertainment world, the

first installment of which may
found in this issue of the B. B.

be

Dean Attends
Convention
On Wednesday, December 8, Dean
Russell attended a college convention at Bethlehem
Central
High
School in Delmar, New York. Members of grades 10, 11 and 12 of both
the Bethlehem School and the East
Greenbush High School were, present
at the convention. A number of the
students had evidenced a desire to
meet with a representative of Emerson College.
Recently,
Mrs.
June
Hamblin
Mitchell represented Emerson College at Saugus High School in Saugus, Mass.

The

Hartford

Alumnae

Club,

who

always used to present a wreath on
Founder’s day, have now started the
practice of denating a book to the
library.
The first in this series of
presentation is “The Art of Dramatic
Writing” by Lajos Egri with an introduction by Gilbert Miller.

Gordon College Victors
As Panthers Drop Opener
(Emerson’s Panthers dropped their
second straight contest of the young
season Dec. 6, when Fisher Men’s
School was forced to come from behind during the third period to van-

quish the locals 52-41.)

er
s

A group of feature articles
written by Charley Callaci concerning
today.

procure

In the opening encounter of the
1948-49 Basketball season, Emerson
College dropped the initial contest
61-39
to a high-stepping Gordon
College “Five”.
Randy Goetze led the Purple offence netting 10 points, with Andy
Hock and Bill Williams throwing
up seven apiece. Don Kilpatrick was
the leading scorer for the Visitors
with a total of 16 points.
Coach Mel Wenner’s “Quintet”,
although outscored in both halves,
never once. lost their fighting spirit
From
the, opening jump
to final
whistle, both teams battled furiously.
Had the Emerson “Five” found its
eye in the first half it would have
been a much closer contest. Gordon
led at the half 29-13. The second
half showed a vast improvement in
the “Purple” attack. Led by Andy
Hock, E.C. rolled up a total of 26
points to Gordon’s 31, almost point
for point.
An improvement in the Emerson
offense is the key to future success.
Randy Goetze, with the aid of Tom
Quain and Jack Weir controlled the
backboards throughout most of the
game. Gordon pushed only two taps
in during the game, despite their
advantage, in height.
Contrary to many other schools,
Emerson did not pick an easy opponent as their rival for the season
opener.
Gordon College is one of
the best “small school” teams in New
England. A great deal of credit must
be given to Gordon for their fine
basketball play and clean sportsmanship. The game, although rough and
tumble, was clean played and hard
fought.

on

Series on Show Business
Starts With This Issue

Surprise: Miss Betty Scalise became
the bride of Mr. Eugene Killam, during
ceremonies
held
during
the
Thanksgiving
Holidays.
The
event
was a surprise to the majority of Emerson students and to the Berkeley Beacon, which had been endeavoring to

ch
i

The Hillel Counselorship at Emerson College bas planned a program,
part of which is the two movie programs presented recently. On January 10, Hillel will sponsor a talk
with movies and a discussion on
Palestine by a well-know local Rabbi.
Officers of Hillel are Pola Chasman,
president;
Rosaly
Goldberg,
vice-president; —Temah Dushan, secretary; and Sandy Semel, treasurer.
Franc Skirball is student director and
Rabbi Charles S. Freedman is Director of the Counselorship.
Headquarters of the organization
have been moved from a small office
in Copley Square to a mansion on
Bay State Road in back of Boston
University. All Hillel functions ex-

Over thirty classes were represented at Founder’s Day services and
there were approximately 120 alumnae at the dinner. A Memorial Drive
for funds has been started by the
alumnae. Donations to Emerson College of $100 each were given by
Mrs. Carmela Ciamp Nozzaro of the
class of 1933 and by Mrs. Beatrice
Thomas Mantel, of the class of 1919.

Ar

Speak

ol
le
ge

Beatrice
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YEAR

Two weeks of school followed
by Exams included in January
schedule

Thirty Classes
Represented

Rabbi

C

ski,

Local
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Vacation Begins SaturdaySchool Resumes On Jan. 3

“Merrily” Opened Tuesday
Will Play This Evening
This past Tuesday was the opening night of the Junior Laboratory
Theatre production of Moss Hart’s
and George Kaufman’s play “Merrily
We Roll Along.” This production,
done
in the increasingly
popular
arena style, is under the direction of
Mrs. Kay and her assistant, Mr.
Harry Coble.
A performance also
being given tonight at 8:15 p.m. in
the Emerson theatre.
The play tells the story of a successful playwright, played by Richard
Villard and Donald J. Smith. Supporting Messrs. Villard and Smith
are Elvira Castano and Charlotte
Kahn as the playwrite’s wife: Howard Heinlen as his best friend; and
Pola Chasman and Rudith Litman
as another good friend.
Also in the cast are Adele Wentzel, Pat Morton,
George Burgess,
Evelyn Spreen, Phyllis St. Pierre,
Barbara Buschen, Alden Robinson,
Joan Palmer, Mary Jean Birmingham,
David
Brooks, Ted © Cutler,
Helene
Bailly,
Elizabeth
Hawes,
Charlotte, Berry, Rosalie. Trombow-
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The annual Xmas exodus of Emerson students away from Boston begins Saturday when the school officially releases its charges for the
annual Yule season rest.
Students
will leave Boston for points as far
west as California, as far south as
Florida and as far east as Mattapan.
Sessions will officially resume after
the New Year on Jan. 3.
Following the vacation two more
weeks of school will be held before
the study period preceding the final
exams of the semester begins. The
second semester begins in February.
The staff of the Berkeley Beacon
and the members of the Press Club
join together in wishing the students,
faculty and administration a very
Merry Xmas and an equally Happy
New Year.

Orphan

Party

E. C. Success
An

orphan’s

Christmas

Party,

sponsored by the Newman Club, was
held Saturday afternoon, December
11 at Emerson. Seventy-five, orphans
were brought to the school from the
local orphanages.
It is hoped that
this service will become an annual
affair.
Chet Collier is president of the
group; Ted Sanella, vice-president;
Mary Jean Birmingham, secretary;
and James Nolan, treasurer.
The
committee, of representatives to attend
the
Federation
meetings
is
headed by Helen MacDonald and
is composed of Dot Rozzi, Gloria
Betros, Connie LaTorre, and Marianne Courtney.
Rosemary Reardon
is “Berkeley Beacon” representative.
All Catholic students are urged to
attend the next Newman Club meeting.

Miss

Doris

Becomes

Maynard

Bride

Miss Doris Maynard, receptionist
in the information office, became the
wife of Mr. Gordon Farrell on Saturday, December 4 in the Children’s
Chapel of Old South Church.
The couple will live in Reading,
Mass.
after returning
from
their
honeymoon in Montreal.

meet Fisher Col-

lege Monday, Dec. 6 and Cambridge
College the following Monday
at
Brighton.
Panthers defeated Cambridge 54-26.

Pictured left to right are: Mr. Kenney, Mrs. Southwick, Dr: Green, and Dr.
Pierce, principal participants in the Founder’s Day ceremony held in the First

Church,

November

30.

.
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Founded February 1, 1947, as a bi-weekly newspaper of Emerson College, owned
controlled by the student body.
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of the ‘‘Associated Collegiate Press.’’
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EDITORIAL

markably built up.

Not only is full

credit now given for the radio courses
but facilities have been constantly
Just recently the master
improved.
was equipped and a
room
control

piano

added

to

department's

the

Too, the broadcasting
equipment.
range of ERS has been enlarged:
their programs may now be heard

not only at the girl’s dorm but in the

cafeteria, the smoker, and the girl’s
lounge.
On the extra-curricular side, sports

Beacon

from

Xmas

carols in the snack bar to meeting
deadlines for term papers serves to
heighten the realization that here we
are again—the last few days before
Seems not so long ago
Christmas.

that we traded sand and sun for the

return to school and study.
The season of good will makes us
think of the people who always seem
to have an abundance of that comSuch Emer-saries are Bev
modity.
Whelan, and Falstaff
Joe
Breggar,
Have you noticed the fine
Nickole.
brother team of Jack and Al Toughy?
On the agenda: Barbara Buschen,
the most recent victim of a fall, will
agree with us that something should
be done about the stairs in building

:
126.5. =.
Don Arnold would like to
WECB put on a full schedule.

see

Visiglio
Pat
lar:
a
Curricu
Ex-tr
with
Orient
the
in
year
a
for
toured

USO camp shows. . . Dawn Stafford
is a member of the famous Corps de
Ballet of the Radio City Music Hall
in New

York.

Bravos to the Newman Club for
Xmas
Orphan’s
their wonderful
Just about the best idea
Party.
any Emerson organization to date.

Notes

and

votes:

‘Talent

of

plus

brains, Larry Rosen; Charm, Marcia-

rose Schleifer; probable future musi-

cal comedy success, Laury Irvine;
getting things done quietly and effec-

tively, Jane Young and Frank Skir-

ball.

Welcome to Rho Delta
Emerson’s radio fraternity,
over by Warren Wright.
Thought in passing: If
think of the tea kettle . . .
its neck in hot water, yet it

Omega,
presided
troubled,
it’s up to
sings.

When making those New Year resolutions, let’s remember the one we

made last year, but didn’t keep.
Some of them probably bear renew-

ing.

such a plan is being studied and the
advisability of converting Emerson to
that system is being considered.
We
are in favor of it; how about you?
Too, definite plans are under way
for improving the health facilities of
the, school.
This has long been a
crying deficiency and we are more
than happy to know that remedies
are forthcoming.
Yes, improvements and additions
have been made to the college and
we certainly welcome them.
It is
up to the students to work for more,
to profer ideas and voice their opinions on proposed changes.
With us
all working together Emerson could
soon become an accredited school.

NO STRAIN

hearing

Here’s our wish for a wonderful
Xmas! See you next year!
—SUSIE

like a very

good plan to us!
A committee to consider an Honor
System here at Emerson is at work.
Information from schools that have

Banter

Everything

Future

because weddings are happy things:
Miss Doris Maynard (at the switchboard) to Mr. Gordon Farrell of
Winchester; Miss Scalise to Mr. Gene
Killam;
and our fellow students,
Miss Jean McKee to former “B-B”

ed,

Paul

Mundt.

first stages of the Radio

There’s

an

that there was a school in Boston that

was just what they wanted.
The
two lads packed their bags and head-

ed toward the Bean Town.
Larry’s accomplishments
school have been numerous.

ap-

proaching marriage of an Advanced
Theatre Group member and a brother of Alpha Pi Theta.
Shorty Langenhan is whooping a

squad

of

cheerleaders

into

shape.

And those gals will certainly appeal
to a man’s sense of “structural psychology... .”. Hear Bob MacKay’s

“Music

Appreciation

Hour,”

on

which is heard music that is being
studied in Mr. Oberle’s music survey
class. . . . Norma Jo Abramson has
joined the Knitters of Argyle Sox
Set. . . Then there’s the one about
the man who lost his lower teeth:
he’s now running around with nothing but the upper set.
Those people who helped with our
Red Feather Drive—those who sat at

the table in the hall—the one who
became a Featherette—the school’s
Drive chairman—all deserve, praise.
A rousing cheer, readers, rousing.
The
Registrar’s
office has improved in marked degrees.
A lot of
credit is due from every student to

this office.
The Young Lochinvar is to be presented

to a guy

laugh

with

who

a mere

can

make

you

flick of a cig-

arette or an eye brow — Bill Szathmary.
He is doing good, serious
work, constantly, for our radio station, too.
And the, Baby award goes to Mrs.

Leland “Pep” McInnis and son. The
McInnises were a swell couple but
now

they’re a grand

Workshop

there at A.I.C.
Then to our luck, Bob Tull read
up on Emerson and convinced Larry

HERE...

family!

—SKIP

CHARLIE MUN’S
LAUNDRY
Complete Laundry Service
88 Massachusetts Avenue

has no impairment of the, articulatory apparatus, but the vocal folds
(vibrators) have been extirpated and
the windpipe does not now extend
into the oral cavity.
However, he
is learning
to force air through
another tube, the esophagus (“foodpipe”), lying immediately behind the
windpipe.
He is learning to swallow
air as he does food, retaining this air
as the, energy source which stimulates
the ‘substitute vibrator’ (the upper
end of the esophagus in conjunction
with certain adjacent muscles).
He
is learning to suck the air into his
esophagus and expel it forcibly by

struck him when he realized that he

laughingly referred to the expulsion
of air as an “educated” or “socialized

contraction

was unable to speak as he formerly
could. In the laryngectomy the vocal
folds are, removed and it is necessary
to close the windpipes.
A _ hole is
made in the neck; a small metal tube

here at
He has

been a diligent student and has managed to use all his time in hard work.

In 1947 he worked on the WEEI Educational Script—with the Emerson
Radio workshop and played the lead.
He played the part of Othello in the

1947 Summer Theatre with the Advanced Theatre Group.
This year he has played such roles
as Dr. Faustus and his favorite—Joe
Keller in “All My Sons.”
Larry
claims that as his favorite role and
we

can

see why.

Besides rehearsals and studying for
his other classes, he is a member of
the Basketball team, Dean’s List,

WECB

production

and

announcing

staffs. He also gave a splendid reading in the Sophomore Recital.
Larry’s goal for the immediate future is that of a radio announcer, but
he dreams of the stage or television
as an even higher goal.
I have no
doubt that we will hear Larry Rosen’s

name

on many

lips because he has

talent, patience, the ability to work
and a way of using every minute to
its fullest advantage. Not many peo-

ple

develop.

that

which

is around

them but here is one boy who believes
that “In the time of your life—live.”

—E.G.

Greek Letter Dance
Held Here Recently
Friday
night
December
10,
a
Christmas dance was sponsored by
the four sororities and three fraternities at Emerson. Held in the thea-

- tre, the dance lasted from 8:00 p.m.
until 12 p.m. Entertainment was provided by members of the various organizations who led the audience in
singing Christmas songs.

It is hoped that this dance will
become an annual affair at Emerson.

muscles.

He

My friend was able to speak a short

through the neck opening; the breathing air intake is thus provided.
he
al-

though it took some time before he
became accustomed to the rather unpleasant sound occasionally created
by a rapid intake of air.
I noticed
that his shirt was open at the collar,
allowing space for a bandana wrapped around his neck. This neckerchief, he explained, was to keep out
foreign matter and conceal the small
throat opening.
He stressed the importance, of his need to avoid very
cold air; this is logical when we realize that air is passing directly into the
lungs and is not being warmed by
passing through the nasal and oral
passages.
He is unable to perform
strenuous physical tasks because of
his inability to hold his breath.
He,
cannot sneeze or blow his nose and,
of course, he cannot indulge in many
other pursuits
However, he consid-

ered none of these after-effects to be
very serious.
His most important
socio-economic handicap was the inability to speak, but he is adequately
compensated for this most pernicious

after-effect through

chest

passable speech sound, but only after
a long period of diligent practice.

is extended from the top of the windpipe (below the laryngeal closure.)

My friend informed me that
had no difficulty in breathing,

of

belch,” and it is precisely that. This
“belch” sound can be molded into a

ch
i

The radio department, particularhas been encouragingly and_ re-

Sounds

On the seventh of May in the year
1926, a flash came through at the
Mount Sinai Hospital in Hartford,
Conn—The largest baby on record
had been born.
Thus, little Larry
Rosen — 13 pounds — made his appearance.
With a true Emersonian
spirit, he created a sensation, from
the beginning.
Larry’s hometown is Springfield,
Mass. and he received all his schooling there,—graduating from Springfield Classical High in June, 1943.
After leaving there, he looked around
to see what school he would grave
with his presence and decided to give
the American International College
a chance.
In January 1944, Larry
enlisted in the A.S.T.P. and was sent
to Amherst College where he was
stationed for six months.
After that
the Army Air Force accepted his
transfer and his overseas duty found
him in Hawaii.
By the time August
1946 rolled around, Larry was proud
to say he was once more a free man.
Without much time for relaxation,
he started back the following semester at A.I.C.
There he met his
present roommate, Bob Tull, and the
two of them worked together in the

on

ly,

and

Your writer has recently met a
laryngectomized person who was kind
enough to submit to an informal interview concerning the operation and
post-operative therapy.
Because this
unusual type of surgery often necessitates the services of a speech therapist in the post-operative phase, I am
including some interesting facts about
the operation and therapy directed
toward the restoration of speech in
the patient.
The
gentleman
about whom
I
speak underwent a laryngectomy (removal of the vocal folds) because of
a cancerous condition in that area.
The full significance of the surgery

Ar

panded.

trol all sports.

RosEN

ol
le
ge

Much as we may gripe about deficiencies in our school and lack of
spirit and cooperation, still we must
admit that much has been accomplished in the past couple of years
and that many fine plans are under
consideration.
The school has grown rapidly recently in all its phases: physical, administrative, instructive, and amount
As the enrollment has
of students.
increased, the size of the faculty has
been enlarged and the curriculum ex-

er
s

Improvements and
Plans...

Larry

are taking a prominence unusual for
Emerson.
Since the inception of the
basketball team, a baseball team was
formed last spring and now plans are
being made for a track team.
A
proposal to form an Athletic Association at Emerson has been advanced.
This association would be
an independent body and would con-

C

Future

Present

STAFF

ve
s

EDITORIAL

Em

SF See

THE

the employment

sentence on each swallowing and
mentioned that he, hoped to achieve
pitch changes eventually.
He explained that progress was extremely
slow but the constant practice was
worth the goal he sought: a good
speaking voice.
He receives speech
training from a correctionist and described the procedures employed in
his particular case.
It is impossible
to present the details of the speech
therapy in this issue. If you wish to
learn more about the laryngectomized
patient’s speech therapy program, or
if you would like, a brief list of good
articles on this subject, please place

a brief note in Box 135.
RECOMMENDED READING:
Bleumel, C.S.
STAMMERING
AND
INHIBITION.
Journal of
Speech Disorders.
Nov., 1940, pp.

305-308.
To beginning therapy students who

are studying Bleumel’s theories, this
article will be a helpful supplement;
to advanced students it can serve as

a brief review of Bleumel’s ideas.
The, author replies succinctly to criticisms

of his attitude

toward

speech

as a conditioned reflex and stammering as an inhibition of the reflex.
The

organization

of

an

Emerson

Speech Therapy Club is anticipated.

of what is known
as esophageal
speech.
In order to produce speech sounds,
we need: (1) air; (2) a conducting
tube; (3) a vibrator; and (4) articulators.
Our laryngectomized patient

What do you think of this plan?
Place a note, in Box 135 saying simply
“In favor” or “Against” but preferably more.
Your response is our
directive.

Letters to the

The Administration can’t build a new

Dear

Editor

Editor:

;

I have followed your editorial suggestions in “The Berkeley Beacon”

with considerable interest because it
has seemed to me that you have
pointed out a great many factors that

could

stand

improvement.

think it is about

time

But

that the

I

phy-

sical improvements around the college were left up to the Administration, and I would like to suggest that

the “Beacon” spend more space and
energy in publicising the present improvements and the college activi-

ties that are really noteworthy.

In

this manner it can facilitate the present expansion program rather than
confuse it by injecting irrelevancies.
Why not recognize and commend
the changes that are being made?

THE ONCE OVER...

TWICE!

What are you going to do about the
crowded condition of the front hall
in building 126. It is almost impossible to get through this bottleneck
between classes.
The main reason
for the congestion is the fact. that
you and everyone else, uses this part
of the college as a loiter-hall. The
minute a class gets out, all the students flock down the stairs, and in
a matter of minutes, it looks like a

Overheard
While

many

at

a

cocktail

persons view

party:

the world

college over night, as much as a great
many students think they need one,
The first job of the “Beacon” should
be, in my estimation, to make sure
that Emersonians
appreciate what
they have and make the best use of
their present facilities.
Last year there was some agitation
for some sort of an infirmary.
This

year some one else wants a new gymnasium in the way of a “health facility.’
I wouldn’t be at all surprised
if someone
suggested turning the

snack bar into some kind of a sanitarium before the, end of the semester. Is Emerson turning out a bunch
of hyochondriacs?
I FEEL FINE.

HOW

DO

YOU

FEEL?

LOUSY?

Signed
THANATOPSIS

smoke-filled bar-room.
Now, there is a very
tion to the problem; it
tail knocking out the
give us more room. All

be done

simple soludoes not enfour walls to
that needs to

is for the student

to keep

moving. down to the cafeteria or
another “smoking” area.
There is
no need for you to be inconsiderate

of others’ time when crowded conditions do exist.

Think you can do it?

—P.M.
through rose, colored glasses, you view
the world through rose-colored eyes.

He trembled visibly.

With red, run-

ning nose, thin, tremulous lips, rheumy eyes shot with haunted, warweary anguish that beggared description, pants that drooped baggily and
pathetically down and under the hobnailed heels of his black boots, and

with a pinched, weather-beaten face,
he caricatured

strikingly the wasted,

pitiably lost human

being that is a

prisoner of war.
“Ask him why

he

changed

into

civilian clothes,’ Captain Billet told
the interpreter of our company. The
question was repeated in the German

language.

The

at his interpreter,

prisoner

answered

looked

rapidly

in the thick, murky vernacular of his
native tongue, then shifted his watery

eyes on Captain Billet.
“He wanted to see his wife and
children. He claims he hasn’t seen
them

for four years,” said the inter-

preter turning to the captain.
The prisoners eyes stared

out

pleadingly, as if to say, “Yes, yes,
captain, that’s the truth, so help me

the

afternoon

first-aid

the other companies in my battalion.
With a lump in my throat, I feared
the worst for my own company.
An hour or so later, my uneasiness
was allayed not one jot: in came two
men from my squad; one was carried
on a litter, the other, with an arm
around the neck of a medic, limped

in. I asked what had happened. It
wasn’t pleasant to hear. I was also
told that an 88 millimeter shell had
directly hit an old barn which Captain Billet used as an O.P., and it was

feared he was killed.
In a
in.
I
jawed,
lowed

few minutes they brought him
just sat on a bench, gapeunbelieving, as my eyes folthe litter.
They
carefully

placed him on one of the tables.
got up and hobbled to his side.
of the

three wooden

tables

in the

tented field-station.
He lay there
breathing softly; his eyes were, closed,
and he kept mumbling incoherently;

his face and uniform were begrimed

stared back grimly, and in a pitiless
tone of stern reproof, told the inter-

preter.

red, plasma-blood bubbled quietly in

Please, believe me!”

Dour-faced,

idle,

and unmoved

sentimental
to remind

he could be shot
thing.
The translation
prisoner blurted a
knew, but the urge

sop,

the

by such

captain

the prisoner
for

doing

that

such

a

was given.
The
reply.
“Yes, he
to see his family

was too great,” said the interpreter.
There

was

silence.

Grim

silence.

We all waited.
With

a

sombre

note

of

growing

a pint bottle, raced through the. rubber tubing, and into his veins.

A

moment

later,

he

opened

his

heavy eyes, and in a spark of fluttering consciousness, saw what they
were doing to him; he turned his
face to one side, smiled feebly, and
muttered in a low voice, said “Christ!
You'd think I was anemic.”

the
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The car began to move fast. Gagnon sat back.
He looked at the
huge bulk of the man beside him.
“Nick tell you about me?” he
asked.
The big man stared straight ahead.
“Nick told us all about you,” he.
said.
Gagnon gave a short laugh and
said, “Nick’ll really tell you guys
about me when we get to his place.
Nick’s a smart guy. Me and Nick,
we pulled some big jobs together.
Nick’ll tell ya.”
The car stopped.
The, big man
looked at Gagnon, jerked his thumb
towards the car window and said,
“Nick’s in there, Gagnon.”
Gagnon’s
mouth
quivered.
He
could see the two neon letters, blue.
through the haze.
The giant nudged Gagnon with his
elbow.
“Let’s go see Nick.”

ol
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But if the while I think on thee,
dear friend,
All losses are restored and sorrows

MORNING

———

No limp and faded-green Morning
Glory vines. The woman tore them

HEIGHTS

By R. L. R.

all away.
She piled them up, struck
a match and dropped it.
Summer
blew up to the sky and hovered for
an instant. When it had disappeared,
she smeared her window with cleanliness and made it gleam.

The rushing whistling of the wind,
The swirling power, the rising din—
The smashing tearing force excites
My somber mood to joyous heights.
The rain begins in fitful gusts
From heavy over-laden skies,
And beats into the barren earth
Whose soil returns a thankful sigh.
This storm-tossed hill on which I

A man was caught in the gleam
every time he passed. Once he had
two

stand ©

with an empty basket
He gathered all the

eh

hl

i

We

to

lose

its straw

and

It bethe

Ee

and focused clear in the
The
whisk-broom went
the car.
The dirty white

Inside the window, the woman
waved to the man.
He smiled and
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Grilled
MEAT

Duck & Chicken
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Open
MASS.
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LANGANHAN

Does your cigarette taste like Old
Gold lately?
You too can make a Lucky Strike
By switching to the new Raleigh 903.
When dry as a Camel refresh by
Smoking a Raleigh 903; it’s moisturized!
Philip Morris, the Viceroy of Chesterfield, England,
Has switched to Raleigh 903 because
they’re milder.
For that feeling that you have Wings
Just try a package of Raleigh 903.
Herbert Tareyton, tobacco auctioneer, of Durham, South Carolina,
“There is no finer cigarette than the
Raleigh 903.”
Camels may suit you to a T, but
The Raleigh 903 will suit you all the
way to Z.
Try one and see.
Alligators never crawl for Spuds.
Wise smokers always reach for the
Raleigh 903.
So scurry Pall Mall to your favorite
cigarette counter and say,
“A package of those Kool Raleigh
903, please.”
The, smoke fit for a Regent...
That’s Raleigh 903.
—_———_g ——_ —

ROOM

24

by G. A. Batiarp, Jr.
Yah! it was gonna be easy, I’d just
walk in and tell the guy to lay off.

ee

ee

I'd be gentle

Parties

Sunday & Holidays
Tel. DEV. 8875
ee

ee

ee

about

it.

I stood still for a minute

trying to get used to the dark. Then
it hit, I’didn’t have any body, my
head was on a string going round and
round and round.
I could see pieces

of light, all funny shapes; the pieces
came together into one, swirling mass
of light—then it exploded and everything was dark and I had a body but

it wouldn’t

move.

I was

sick and

somebody was pounding on my head.
Then another explosion and when
it was gone I could see; I could see a

man’s

face—it

rolled my

also reserve the second floor for special
Tables Reserved on Order

Ee

splashed,

RALEIGH
By

the, door.

man

i

Open 12 A.M. to 1 A.M.
71 BROADWAY, BOSTON,

“THE

Autumn’s

gin; room 24, a guy named Farrante.
I walked up a couple of flights and
stood in front of the door.
I was a
smart cookie, I was. No light in 24,
the door was open, real smart!
I opened the door, went in, closed

cloth went into the waste-barrel.

Shish-Kebab Special —
VENISON & BEAR

reflection.

peared.
The sparkling window blurred and

i

KOKO

but

ternoon

So I locates his place, a dump,—
The landlady, huh, she likes cheap

ARARAT
THE

window

He carried them
and then disap-

through
window.
back in

coat pockets and leaned back against

The window gleamed in emptiness.
No Morning Glory vines.
No pictured, active people.
Nothing in the

they stood among.
past the window

dropped it. He closed the door and,
stooping and turning, flicked a clean
white cloth around.
The car came

A giant of a man climbed out. The
big man pushed his hands into his

The focused car flashed on and
flickered across the window.
Two
for the back and two for the front.
The car moved and the window
gasped as it caught the sparkle of sun
on chrome.
The car moved and got
small and smaller. Very small then,
not at all.

Sure, even if [ had to hit the guy—

gan

in

OUT.

statues with their faded coats and
hats.
Tired like the, flowers that

ways, over a dirty floor-mat.

front of a dirty tenement house. The
rear door of the car swung open.

i

in his hands.
little garden

then discovered a car. Its doors were
open. Dust billowed through and flew
away on a gust of wind.
A whiskbroom in a man’s hand swept, both

GUY

A. Batiarp, Jr.
car came to a stop

They

The window caught him coming back

coreamgnionech

by G.
black

plants in his arms.

to the, wind.
He carried them past
the window and down into the cellar.

song.
The storm won't miss me when I’m
gone.
—

SMART

potted

were tired and offered no resistance

Is brown and bare and wind-swept
land.
A tree or two stand stark and lost
With naked branches whipped and
tossed.
Up here the world is at my feet—
It’s difficult to feel much pain—
Obscuring veils of pity and scorn
Are washed away by cleansing rain.
Alone I came—with joy I go.
My own small fears have been my
foe.
Pll greet the world, my home, with

The

WINDOW

R. J. ARMSTRONG

O———

DECEMBER

went in to join her in the windowed
picture.
They both sunk low where
two others had before them.
All the
window revealed were four heads
above the sill. Once in awhile a glass
sparkled through.
A cup was tipped
and then, the woman came up to
view.
She picked up things and the
window lost her.
It picked her up
as she came back empty handed.
It
pictured her as she bent, twirled and
bent again.
She dimmed away with
stacks of things in her arms.
Then one and one, now three and
four—the window surrounded them
all.
They stretched and put their
sweaters on.
They faded from the
window.
Faded from, and out to

says,

———o———

end.

I

and caked with mud and sweat; his
left leg was shattered, twisted wreakage,—a grotesque, pulpy mess of skin,
bone, and bright arterial blood.
Two doctors and a young nurse
worked furiously over him.
Cherry-

God.

ears:

He was stretched out limply on one

at

us.”

the soothing simplicity and warmth
of these golden words—chimes in my

men

up

>

of his hands splayed atop his bare
head in a comic gesture of surrender.

In

trouped in wearily carrying on litters
the broken, bloody bodies of groaning
G-I’s. I recognized several men from

looked

ee

before

He

ee

erect

car.

big guy. He was nervous. “Bout time
you guys got here. Nick send ya?”
The big man answered as he opened the car door, “Yuh, Nick sent

sleep as the sound of these words—

of

my feet.
That same afternoon my
outfit was to storm a sniper-infested
village six miles south of Mainz, a
big, industrial city on the Rhine. The
war in Europe was nearing its end.
The Germans were retreating; but
they were fanatically stubborn, and
the snipers were of extreme and costly nuisance in stemming the Ameri-’
can advance.

the

ee

fearfully

Captain Billet, the cold-bitten fingers

for treatment

The big

i

unctuously,

a first-aid station

he said.

i

company who stared at him curiously, the lonely German prisoner stood

A flickering warmth of pity and an
urge to put an end to this colossal
jest played on Captain Billet’s face,
but he didn’t relent; instead, he
turned, and walked away, muttering
disgustingly under his breath, “This
is a helluva war, and I’m sick to
death of it!”
Captain Billet was like that.
To
the enemy, he showed nothing. Nothing but chilling bitterness.
But behind that facade of iciness, he was
a deep, sensitive, and compassionate
man with an overflowing love and
quiet understanding.
One morning I was sent back to

by

C

most Germans
tried to
ingratiate
themselves into American favor, Captain Billet made them squirm helplessly and miserably to the hilt.
Ringed by the members of our

prayer-like,

“He’s coming?”

man answered with a nod and turned.
Gagnon moved fast towards the car.
They'd finally come for him, bout
time. He was damn sick of hiding
in that crummy room. Nick was a
smart guy.
He had to hand it to
Nick.
Gagnon stepped up to the man

on

clothes had been captured, we, all
rushed out to see how the captain
would make him “sweat.”
Since

folded

ey

It

cold hands

the prisoner pleaded, begged, whimpered effusively with heaving sobs for
the, captain to spare his life.

OE

Captain Billet was one to start it.

made the men forget.
One morning an escaping German
soldier was captured in the act of
discarding his uniform and putting on
civilian clothes, as many deserters
were wont to do during the waning
days of the war.
When word got
around that a deserter in civilian

with

8 Oa

When to the sessions of sweet
silent thought I summon up remembrance of things past . .
When I slide into my bed at night
and stretch my tired limbs luxuriously along the clean linen, a strange
feeling of gratefulness invariably overcomes me: I remember the many
nights I did not have a bed to sleep
in, and I keep reminding myself never
to forget those days. And as I lie in
my bed, and repeat these avowals,
I become delicately aware of rutting
meows of cats and baying of dogs
outside my window.
I listen with
quiet
attentiveness;
then — slowly,
dreamily, above the jarring dissonance of these animal cries, my mind
drifts into the shades of an unforgettable past...
,
Of all the men I knew overseas,
the most remarkable, and one for
whom I had proud respect was my
company commander, Captain Omar
Billet.
Young and alert, a sincere
and brave man, he lived with his
men and shared both their misery
and good times.
In his heart he
hated no man; but being an officer of
men in a bitter and cold war, he exacted stern measures for himself and
towards the enemy.
His personality
was such that no man hated him.
They loved and fought for him.
Wherever he went, they went.
During a break in the fighting we
used to live in German houses.
And
whenever there was occasion for fun,

fear in his voice, the prisoner turned
and spoke to the interpreter.
His
hands were still on his head.
“He wants to know what you’re
going to do with him,” said the interpreter to the captain.
There was another momentary silence. The poor captive stood in our
midst, cold and trembling, with the
glazed eyes of a trapped and frightened animal.
Everyone, waited for
the captain’s reply.
It came, swift
and cutting, a verbal coup de grace:
“Tell him we’re going to send him
back to battalion, and there he’s going to dig his own grave,” snapped
the captain gruflly.
We all looked on, curious to see
what the reaction would be; as the
words were translated, the sight that
followed was not at all amusing or
pleasant: the poor German’s wizened
face paled horribly, his eyes widened,
terror-stricken, and his livid lips began to quiver rapidly. Ina
fit of desperation, the understandably credulous German threw himself at the
mercy of his captor; on his knees, and

car.
The
doorway
to the tenement
house was dark and light mist was
falling. The big fellow peered towards the doorway. There was nobody there. After a while he looked
again and saw a man standing in
the shadows.
The big man bent down to the
car window. The driver shifted his
position behind the wheel and spoke.

.
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He died an hour later.
Thus, sheeted in the silken linen
and blankets of my warm bed, I lie
awake thinking about Captain Billet.
And so thinking about him, I inevitably remember other places, other
men, other times.
These come back
to me in the darkness and stillness of
my room like shifting kaleidescopes
—aerial, suspended, dream-like —
clear and vital and photographic like
the, paintings of John Singer Sergeant, imprinting forever in my memory the jangled weavings of the past
that is lost but will not be forgotten:
cold, wet nights in France and Germany, and damp, sodden earth; diarrhea, frost-bitten feet, aching feet,
aching body, hunger-pangs, sand and
dust in eyes, ears, nose and mouth;
the flare of cannons, far-faint rumblings of brooding death, and the staccato rattle of machine guns beyond
distant hills; vividly and vitally, I see
shifting before, me seas, ships, planes,
tanks, food, clothing, marching men,
grief, pain, laughter, rousing drunkenness, music,—all this and much
more, fused into one gigantic panorama of Time, unique in itself, but
an infinitesimal segment, a muffled
yawp, in the all-engulfing maw of
Life on this earth.
When I see and feel these things,
I become numb, comfortably numb,
with a subduing and ennobling sense
of my own heartbeat, my own unique
one-ness.
I feel deeply grateful to
the men who have fallen for me, and
I will never forget them.
Soon, after all this remembering,
above the caterwauling of cats and
baying of dogs outside my bedroom
window, above the wailing of distant
trains, my tired mind drifts sweetly,
uncontrollably into a deep, abundant

head

made

me

sicker.

away

from

the face.

I

It was no good—I saw another face.
It was Farrante’s face, his body
wouldn’t move either—but he, was
dead.
5.
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helpful hints.

dents.
All who have participated in recitals should retain their selections
in their repertoire. There is a demand for readers among social organizations in every town.

wars from outside and within.
Why
China is not yet saved, why she is
not yet united and perhaps will not
be for generations, is here made very

pidity. His selection ‘“Tannhelm”
by Sir Hugh Walpole should have
been cut in some places.
These criticisms are not intended
to be, destructive in the least but an
attempt to measure fellow students
against the yardstick of Emerson stu-

a United China, to protect her from

plain.

The Junior Recital of Oct. 28 was

discredit

upon

the

talents

of

the

pianist, I believe that this selection
would have been even more successful without a musical background.
Robert
Conlon’s
French-Canadian
dialect, as used in three poems by
Henry
Drummond
was “somewhat

disappointing.

Marion

Grant

relied

too much upon force and volume and
not enough upon a thorough understanding of the humor of her selection. Her reading of “Business Party”
by Corenlia Otis Skinner was hampered by her speech impediment.
Marion should make every effort to

over-come, this speech

difficulty be-

fore leaving Emerson.
ae
To digress a bit, it is the writer's
firm belief that this college should
assign a qualified faculty member
to any student who has a speech
difficulty. Certainly, after spending

Lending Library
Offers Variety
A lending library has been set up
by the library committeé to acquaint
students with the leading fiction and
non-fiction books of our times. There
is a ten-day limit on the books and
the rental fee is 3c a day excluding
Sundays.
The books now in this
new section of our library included:
Fiction
“Remembrance Rock”, by Carl Sandburg is a novel of the human
struggles through three centuries
of American history.
“Guard of Honor”, by James G. Cozzens, is the story of an air base
in Florida.
“Westward Ha!”, by S. J. Perelman,
is a humorous story of the, author’s
trip around the world.
“Doctor Faustus”, by Thomas Mann,

bitions on all sides; especially among
the important leaders, whose unscrupulous faction have themselves
been unsalvable problems and utterly disintegrating influences.
And when the book is done, there
remains the one astonishing mystery
—How did Donald do it? One man
against warring and hateful forces,

the venality, the bitter personal am-

four years in a college of this type,

is the, life of the German composer, Adrian Leverkuhn.
Non-Fiction
“Man
For
Himself”,
by
Erich

the graduates
of fine speech.

examples

Fromm, is a book on psychology.
“A Play of St. George”, by John

The Sophomore Recital of Nov. 2

Mansfield, is a modern play about

Jones

and Joanne Hazzard. Miss Jones presented a scene from Thornton Wilder’s play “Our Town.” Miss Hazzard’s

presentation

little boy

was

of a mischievous

another

example

of

her versatility. Her selection “Jiminy
Crickets” by Leroy Kaley was packed

with

laughs.

Joanne

did

not

miss

one trick in utilizing her body, voice,
and facial expressions to portray the

typical little brother.
genhan would
response from

Marcell

Lan-

have gotten a better
the, audience if he

had not made so many pauses, which
seemed to suggest unpreparedness.
In presenting Robert Benchley’s “The
Treasurer's
Report’,
Marcell
enjoyed his own
humor
too much
rather than letting the audience do
the, chuckling.

The last Sophomore Recital on
December 2 was refreshingly varied.
‘Starting with Louise

Parks musically

accompanied reading of “Song of the
Market Place”, by James Buckham,
the, program consisted of dialect selections, a mystery, and a children’s
story set in China.
Phyllis St. Pierre showed a good
understanding of the humor of her
selection; however, she also reflected
an
uncertainty
which
tended _ to
dampen audience reaction. The audience was also confused as to the
number of characters and their positions. Miss St. Pierre’s fine voice and
good accent contributed much to her
reading of “Ze Oo-La-La Hat” by
Gracia Stacey. Winifred Leifer over-

dramatized

“The

Soul of the Freat

Bell, by Lafcadio Herne.
Her attempt to emphasize the setting of the
story by her dress merely served to
call the audience’s attention to what
she was wearing, not to what she was
saying.

In spite of the fact that Larry
Rosen misplaced the boiler in his
selection

of

McGee,”
mended

poems

“The

he

Creation

of

is to be highly

Sam

by

Robert
“The

Service.
Haggis

Stuart Chase, is an inquiry into the

Larry’s
of Private

accented but once the audience got
used to it, the poem received the best

day.

Robert

is an analysis of the rise

Tull

should concentrate upon developing
smooth flowing gestures and also
controlling his eyes, which flicked

from right to left with appalling ra-

This book has the swift movement,
the excitement, the suspense of an
adventure tale; but it is all absolutely

true.

Here

too is the various and

varied
information
about
China
which we all want. Knowledge which

we especially want now as we watch
Madame Chiang Kai-Shek in Wash-

Joe

Yule

WECB

Guest

“Civilization on Trial,” by Arnold J.
Toynbee, deals with the, broad issues the world faces today.
“Road
to Survival,”
by William
Vogt, is a book on modern philosophy.
“The Struggle Behind the Iron Curtain,” by Ference Nagy, is the story
of unleashed Communism.
“The, Road to Serfdom”, by Fredrich
A. Hayek, points out that collectivism is incompatible with democ-

racy.
“The Stilwell Papers,’ by Gen. Joseph W. Stilwell, is the story of
one of World War II’s great commanders.
“Meet the Atoms,” by O. R. Focisch,
is a book on the latest epoch-making developments in the scientific
world.

“Ideals of Consequences,” by Weaver,
is a book on philosophy.

“The

Proper Bostonians,” by Cleve-

land Amory, is a satire on Boston
and its people.
In our library is a large collection

of books

sent here

by the

Interna-

tional Relations Club to encourage
the study of America and America’s
place in the modern world.
The library also has a full collection of the Emerson College Magazine. These magazines not only contain news of the days in years past,
but also contain many subjects pertinent to speech students, including
quite a few of the lectures given by
Dr. Emerson and President Southwick.

Joe Yule, star of the current Boston
Perry

Massey’s

program

“Your

REVIEWS

‘Books
reviewed
here
may _ be
found on the shelves of the recently
installed lending library, which is
located on the fourth floor of bldg.

Ba.)

The

on December

1.

Critic”

Mr. Yule

is well known for his film appearances
in “Maggie, and Jiggs” and more
particularly for being the father of

Mickey Rooney.
The
tween father and son

mistakable

as

Mr.

similarities

careers

Yule

own

War
with

beun-

recounted

between

their

two

screen and

Special Features entertain-

ment. during

his

likeness
became

on the stage and

in Army

the

war.

experiences

Speaking

during

of

World

I and comparing comedy then
what is popular now, he com-

mented

that

“Mickey

was

able

to

use a lot of my gags, but they had to

be dressed up a little.”

Ted Sanella was the producer, and
was assisted by Larry Marshall in
the control booth and Brad Tiffany

arranging the mikes. Dick Woodies
announced while Elvira Costano and
Gene, Woods opened the program

with a written dialog take-off on
“Finians
Rainbow”,
the
musical
comedy in whcih Mr. Yule plays
the: lead...

Now

that

competition

from

Green,

Smith

Speak

to Zetas
Speakers at the Zeta Phi Eta tea,
December
4, were
Dr.
Boylston
Green and Lawrence J. Smith, an
Emerson alumnus and head of the

English

and

Dramatic

Worcester

Academy.

departments
Dr.

Green

spoke, about the “Present and Future
of Emerson” and Mr. Smith talked of
“Emerson 35 Years Ago.”
The tea was held at the home of

Miss

Elsie

Riddell.

:*

Donald of China, by Earl Albert
Selle. (Harper and Brothers)
For many years, through wars and
interims between wars, newspapers
and books gave us glimpses and rum-

Student greeting Emerson officials:
Good morning Mr. Connor, Good
morning
Mrs.
Maxfield,
GOOD

MORNING
morning,

Sir.

MR.

Mr.

what—

Witu1am

R.

FACULTY

to light several truths about the pro-

No

fession
looked.

picture!)

BrorHEeRTON

With our new and extensive courses
in history this year, another new name
has been added to the faculty list—

Mr.

William

R.

Brotherton.

Mr.

Brotherton comes from Worcester,
Mass.
where
he
was
born
and
schooled, even attending Clark University in Worcester.
After receiving his A.B. in history,
he joined the Navy.
As a Naval
Lieutenant, he taught counter-radar
on an island off the Virginia coast,
which has now been sold by the Government as surplus.
This was his
first teaching experience.
Between
1946 and 1948, he returned to Clark
where he received his M.A. in International Relations.
Emerson College is very pleasing
to Mr. Brotherton, mainly because it
is a small school and, therefore, there
is more opportunity to teach the
courses he enjoys.
In his classes the
student body appears friendly and attentive. He is teaching Western Civ-

ilization, Medieval Europe, and Am-

erican Foreign Policy.
Mr. Brotherton is very sorry that
he can not furnish a picture of himself. A brief description would consist of tall, dark, and easy to find in
the history department.
His outside
interests are in baseball, football, and
the standard stamp collection.

Here

The nickname of Panthers, submitted by Gil Rich, was selected as
the nickname for Emerson College
athletic squads during a recent meeting of the committee appointed to
select the name. Among names considered, but voted down for various
reasons, were the Beacon Bullets,
Cats, Lions, and the Emerson Eumenides.
The nickname Dramatic
Dribblers was among those on the
list submitted to the committee.

KENNEY,

For the past month Emerson ath-

letes have been attempting to organize an intercollegiate track team here.
Already twenty-four candidates have
signed for the squad but more men
are needed to have an efficient team.
Any Emerson men who have had
any track experience or any who are
interested in athletics are invited to
come out for the team.
Provisions are being made to obtain the Northeastern Track Field, in
Brookline, and the Curtis Hall gym
in Jamaica Plain.
If any students
are interested they are asked to contact either Jerry Lozier, Dave Maynard, George Grzebien or Bill Quinn.

the

Saturday afternoon football games
has ceased, members of the Emerson community will perhaps be interested in listening to the Radio
Workshop
productions,
which
are
heard
every other Saturday
over
WBMS at 3:30. The, broadcasting
of scenes from “Great Plays” should
be of special interest to drama students and others interested in the
Theater.
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and fall of civilizations.
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McPhee” started off much too heavily
of the

by
O.

science of human relations.
“A Study of History,” by Arnold J.
Toynbee,

how did he do it?

hit “Finian’s Rainbow” appeared on

“The Proper Study of Mankind,” by

for his recitation of the two

other poem,

response

the well-known Saint.
“Prize Stories of 1948”, edited
Herschel Brockwell, won the
Henry Awards.

land, to become a great influence in
the growth of a country like that;

C

Harlene

one unknown journalist in a foreign

on

by

er
s

high-lighted

be

Em

was

should

But one sees also, with
clarity, the disloyalty,

ol
le
ge

not up to the standards of third year
students.
Elizabeth Hawes gave a
very fine reading of “The Happy
Prince” by Oscar Wilde. Casting no

One sees the great virtues of

the Chinese.
all too cruel

MEET

ve
s

RECITALS
Since this column was last written,
three recitals have taken place in
the Emerson theatre. All of them
have been very entertaining and well
worth the time spent in their preparation and attendance. There is not
space enough to criticize each individual performance, but there are
some who should not escape without
a word or two of praise—as well as
a few who should be given some

ors of Donald, the mystery-man of
China, an adventurer who overthrew
dynasties, an Australian journalist
who mightily influenced even Chiang
Kai-Shek.
Here is his full story as
told by himself during the last few
weeks of his life, to a fellow journalist.
For long years Donald struggled
(and struggled is the word) to form
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(continued from page

1)

beer brawls, indoor affairs, outdoor
affairs; with no assistance at times,
no cooperation, no attention, no audience.
Under all conditions have
I labored to get a chuckle or even
a squishy sneer and to every conceivable type of audience have I
worked. Therefore I should like to
bring to focus things which I think
all those, interested in the racket will
soon or someday experience.
Don’t go to any big city to try for
that BREAK. Those that do get the
BREAK (if it’s not in the back) are
extremely rare since the competition
in these cities is extremely and crushingly great. All the best from all
over the country and world rush to
the big town to get that big BREAK.
(Needless to say not only are the
best jamming up these cities but
there, are also endless numbers of the
poorest . . . making competition still
tougher.) By the big cities I refer
specifically to N. Y., Hollywood, San
Francisco, possibly Los Angeles and
a few others.
Now to get down to specific fields
of entertainment and to try to bring

which

are

somehow

over-

First bit of advice is; make up
mind right now: do you want
an ARTIST or do you want to
money? Artistry may bring one
satisfaction but it won't fill

stomach

as

spaghetti

and_

your
to be
make
great
your

blintzes

will. In other words, I am saying,
from past experiences, if you want
to eat regularly (if that is possible in
show business) be COMMERCIAL.
Give the audience what THEY want,
not what YOU want to give them.
Under no circumstances ever change

it. (This rule will be borne out by

any entertainer). Give the audience
what
they want altho’ you
may
become a frustrated neurotic doing
1:

(continued

DRAMA
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Merry
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REVIEW

Wives of Windsor”?

was

an excellent stage vehicle on which

the members of the Senior Dramatic
Group displayed their talents on the
evenings of December 3 and 4, following a special showing for the alumni and faculty on Founders Day. Leo
Nickole’s script arrangement simplified the rather loosely constructed
plot by cutting and combining minor
characters. But nevertheless the play
actually just clowns along on the
dialogue
with
occasional
poetic
touches along with the conventional

comic

effects.

The

insertion

of a

little “corn” by minor characters did

not hurt the production at all. “I
had as lief move some lead I had
as lief.”
The major parts seemed to me to

be all very successfully cast and the
character parts stood out also. Nancy
Metcalfe and Sylvia Hoffman outdid
each other as Pistol and Nym.
Bill
Perry carried through a difficult characterization
of Slender
and
Lisa

Goldstein and Barbara Morse managed to steal a few scenes as Simple

and Rugby.

It was a typical Emer-

son performance and at times it was

quite evident that the performers
were enjoying themselves along with
the audience,

Leo Nickole played “Falstaff” the

first evening with a great deal of
animation and bluster, while Guy
Aylward, who took over for the final

performance,

was able to project

a

somewhat more subtle characterization at times with his deeper voice
and greater range.
The “gleam” in

his intonation on such lines as “Her

husband has this morning gone abirding” was very effective.
The
make up and costuming was excellent.
Leo looked the part so well

that he could almost have carried the

_ part with his pantomine.
There were several other male
characterizations that were quite remarkable, both in interpretation and
projection.
Lloyd Sherman did well

as

the

costume

Welsh

cleric

confused

me)

(although
while

his
Bill

Wilson proved a capable Justice Shal-

low.
Bill Morey and John Struckell
deserve a lot of credit for their abilities as Masters Ford and Page, while
Errol McInnon and Warren Griffith

were smoothly professional as Fenton.

Betty Long, Betty Lou Manatis,
Scotty Backe, Rita Kramer, Elaine
Stuart,
Ruth
Rideout,
Marylyn
Reese, Fran Flaherty, Barbara Hudson and Elaine Shahon were all very
charming in the female parts, all of
them very capably performed as a
whole
although
the two
Elaines
seemed to stand out in particularly
winning performances as Anne Page
and Mistress Quickly.
Mr. Mahard
did a magnificent job with the sets
although the program says he was
aided by Stu Bishop, Parker Zellers,
Pat Young, Arthur Marsh and Frank

Skirball..

And last but not least Mrs.

Kay must be given credit for reviving
one of Shakespeare’s seldom _produced comedies and injecting it with

a spontaneity that inspired the cast
and

intrigued

the audience.

—A.B.

